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NOUICE. 
Our Subscribers are respectfulty informed, | 
that this No. begins a new quarter; we will 


therefore call on each with an accompt for | 
thirty-seven and a kaif cents, the quarter’s sub- 
scription in advance. 

With the advice and approbation of our lite- | 
rary friends, it has been thought adviseable to | 
end our first volume with No, 64, on the 3lst | 
of December. In consequence of this arrange- 
ment, at the close of the present year, the four 
last Numbers including the title page, index, 
subscribers’ names, &c, will be given gratis, 
to make up fifty-two Numbers to the year. 


——— + ae 
DELIA AND ARMINE. 
A Sentimental Picture. 


HE has gone and left me, cried De- 
lia, as she sat under an oak, and I know 
not where; he has left me to weep, 
and languish out my life in misery. 
Oh! that I knew where to find his 
grave, there would I lay me down, and 
eXpire upon the humble sod. Alas ! 
perhaps he was denied the common 
rites of burial—he may have been man- 
gled to death by a merciless banditti, 
who had rather leave his body abov: 
the ground to be devoured by vora- 
cious animals, than to wrap it in a cov- 
ering, and suffer it to moulder in the 
silent tomb ! 7 

For whom art thou mourning, pretty 
maid‘ said a stranger, who had been 








and tenderly kissing it) here is a pledge 
of the sincerity of his heart; it shall 
be buried with me in the same grave. 

Here she paused—her tears prevent- 
ed utterance—her tumultuous passions 
and tender feelings,were too poignant to 
admit the power of speech. Her body 
was enteebled, and her senses, at times 
were somewhat impaired. After a 
few moments interval, she again pro- 
ceeded. 

My dear Armine and I had but one 
heart, we contracted an intimacy in our 
childhood, and it did not fail to increase 
as we grew up to years of discretion» 
My papa disapproved of our connec- 
tion, because Armine was poor. We 
parted, but our attachment was too 
great to suffer a total separation. We 
resolved to endure poverty, that we 
might be happy, rather chusing to live 
amid the difficulties of a tempestuous 
world, and enjoy the sweets of con- 
tented minds, than to roll in affluence, 
and eat the bread of affliction. But 
heaven has taken him away, and I am 
lef: alone to perish ; my vindictive fa- 
ther will not receive me—the cold 
earth is my bed—and the canopy of sky 
i'my covering. I long to be goihg, I 
‘wish I was with him, and then—— 








gazing, undiscovered, at the weeping 
fair, during her plaintive soliloquy. 
My dear Armine, announced she, 
starting with surprise; he was taken 
by the Indians in the late war, and 1] 
have not heard from him since. He 


was all friendship—we both loved— 
here is a token of his affection, (pulling 
a beautiful miniature from her bosom, | 


| Ah pitiful maid! interrupted the com- 
\| : . 
| pas>:onate stranger, with some emotion 


— vould the sight of thine Armine 
make thee happy? 

Yes, cried she, sighing, it would, be- 
cause he loved me, he told me so; he 
was incapable of deceiving me. But 
alas ! he is dead, or I should ‘have heard 
trom him before now. Since the fates 
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have decreed the unavoidable misfor- | 
tune, and since it is the will of provi- 


dence to cut us off in the midst of our 
youthful days, IL must acquiesce, and 
“the will of the Lord be done.” 


the few moments I 


say, 
—Nevertheless, 
have to live, shall be devoted in shed- 
ding tears of sorrowful friendship, and 
in wreathing a tablet of flowers, which | 
may ere long be placed upon the urn 
that contains the precious dust of Ar- 
nine! 

“The Stranger stood confess’d”— 
he claspt her in his arms, and thus ex- 
claimed, I am thine Armine, who w1s 
lost, but now lives to hush the rising 
sighs of his lovely Delia. Pardon my 
silence, I little thought of finding thee 
under an humble oak, clad in the robes 
of despair. Forgive me heaven! I live 
tomake my Delia happy. 

‘The bosom is pained at the view of 
this tender scene. It is enough to re- 
mark, that the instantaneous shock, the 
sudden transition from a state of me- 
lancholy woe to the most exalted joy, 


and the powerful conflict of contending 


passions, rushing like an impetuous tor- 
rent through the soul, subdued every 
faculty—they fainted in each others 
arms,—they recovered—they are hap- 


py! 











-——— + oe 
SOLILOQUY 


Of the old Lad y 


who sells apples and 
Bank steps. 
Alas how mysterious are the ways 
of Providence !—threescore years are 
the days of my pilgrimage, and on 
these steps are my aged limbs reclined 
to earn a scanty subsistence in the last 
moments of my life—while sitting in 
this situation, and exposed to the in-} 
clemency of the seasons, with alittle as- 


pears on the 


sortment of pears, nuts, and apples, how || 


many enter into this capacious build- 


ing regardless of the small pittance al- | 


lotted me for the solace of my declinin 
years. My whole stock is not five dol- 
lars value, and from its profits my ex- 
penses of rent, and maintenance are to 
be obtained. 
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‘Gracious heaven ! ona pay day, how 
| many throng the avenues to this de. 
posit of riches, to receive their diyi. 
dends, and come out with countenan- 
ces elated with joy, while I sit almost 
disconsolate, mourning over the decay 
of my precarious property. If an ap. 
ple rots in my basket, or a pear be- 
comes unpalatable from long keeping, 
my stock experiences a depreciation of 
‘great magnitude.—One descends from 
these steps, complaining that his note 
‘is not discounted—another, that he is 
obliged to give one or two per cent. 
per month for the maintenance of his 
credit ;—while another group are con- 
stantly prowling to and fro, and some- 
times are overheard, exulting on the 
premiums they have received from the 
unfortunate ‘individuals who have 
thrown themselves on their mercy. 

Thank God happiness does not de- 
pend on riches, for among the throng, 
I often hear the cries of wretchedness: 
—my basket. and a few bottles, are my 
only places of deposit, for if in the 
course of mv daily negociatzons, my 
little stock experiences no essential 
injury, and a trifling profit arises from 
my discounts, I retire to my lonely 
habitation, eat my homely meal with 
| satisfaction, and repose my myself un- 
‘der the protecting care of Him, who 
‘is no respecter of persons. I have no 
‘occasion to barricade my property, with 
locks and iron bars, but place my bas- 
ket, &c. in my room, and while sleep- 
ing I am not terrified with conflagration, 











or alarmed by thieves breaking through 


>| to steal. 


Alas what is the happiness of all 
those, who place their hopes in riches ! 
A poor old woman cannot but commis- 
erate their misfortunes. 


— > > ire 





ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 
The celebrated Dr. Darwin, remarks, 


| 


g |that young ladies should be apprized, 


| that there is danger in speaking ill, even 
of a bad person; both because they 
may have been misinformed, and be- 
icause they should judge their neigh- 
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AND LITERARY 


yrs with charity. A friend of mine 
4s once asked by a young gentleman, 
whe could distinguish, whether any 
jy, whom he meant to address, was 
od tempered ; and gave this answer. 
When any dubious accusation is) 
rought in conversation against an ab- 
nt person; if she always inclines to’ 
dieve the worse side of the ques- 
fon, she is ill-tempered.” ‘There are) 
ome nice distinctions on this subject 
f good nature delivered in Lady Pen- | 
ington’s advice to her daughters, to | 
hich we refer, and which are worth a | 
oung lady’s attention. 
oe 
ANNA—A Fragment. 

Great Heaven forgive the crime! she 
ried, as she darted along the path, 
yinding to the edge of the precipice. 
Nh Henry thou hast left me forever! 
ut didst thou now know how near I 
proach destruction—how thy infant 
leaves to my breast—and seems to call 
me back to life—wouldst thou not again 
return to Anna? But no, I cannot stay 
Oh heaven forgive thee, and oh for- 
give this crime—I heard the plunge— 
lheard the dying shrieck—I rush’d to | 
the spot—again I heard her voice—I} 
saw her sinking form—Perjured for- | 
ever be the villain—Oh Heaven avenge | 
aer fate! I was returning from India’s | | 
sultry clime expecting happiness and 
peace with a beloved, an only daughter, 
—reader this was her— 
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—— + oe 
GLEANINGS. 


Truth is always consistent with itself, and 
needs nothing to help it out. It is always near 
at hand. It sits upon the lips, and is ready to 
drop out before we are aware : whilst a lie is 
troublesome, and puts a man’s invention on the 
rack : and in general one lie needs a great ma- 
ly more-td reake it 

Health—O blessed health ! thou art above 
all gold and treasure; ’tis thou that enlargest 
the soul, and openest all its powers to receive 
instruction, and to relish virtue——He that has 
thee, has little more to wish for! and he who 
is so wretched as to want thee, wants every 
thing with thee. 

Civility is a debt which every individual has 
a right to exact—A civil question merits a civil 
answer. If a poor man bow to you in the street, 
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he proves that he has better manners than you 
have, 

Thou hast rashly ventured in a stormy sea 
where life, fame, and virtue, all were wrecked, 
and lost, but sure thou hast borne thy part, 
in all the anguish, and smarted with the pain, 
rest therefore in peace, let silence and oblivion 
hide thy name and save thee from the malice 
of posterity. 

—+ eo 

Lord M—— of the kingdom of Ireland, with 
no very large portion of either wit or wisdom, 
had a very exalted opinion of his own powers. 
When once inalarge company, and expatiating 


| about himself, he made the following pointed 
| remark, ‘© When I happen to say a foolish thing, 
| Lalways burst out a laughing ‘I envy you your 


happiness my lord then,” said Charles Town- 
send, ‘*for you must certainly live the merriest 
life of any man in Europe.” 

——3 + a 

A gentleman being once in a large company 
at dinner; was seated between two ladies ; the 
conversation happened to turn upon wives, when 
the gentleman said, that he believed wives in 
general were good, though to be sure there 
might be a bad one here and there, nodding al- 
ternately at the two ladies on each side of him. 

—> + @— 

Two curious apologies for cowardice are re- 
corded. One is that of an Irishman, who said 
‘* He had a heart as bold as a Lion, but his 
cowardly legs always ran away with it on the 
apprehension of danger.” Theother, an En- 
glish officer, who being tried by a court mar- 
tial for cowardice, said, **‘ He did not run away 
from fear of the enemy, but only to see how 
long a paltry carcass might last a man, with 
good looking to. 

—=s ee 

When the late illustrious Chevalier Taylor 
was once enumerating the honours he had 
received from the different princes of Europe, 
and the with which he had been digni- 
fied by innumerable sovereigns, a gentleman 
present remarked, that he had not named the 
King of Prussia ! and added, ‘¢ I suppose, Sir, 
he never gave you any order.”"—You are mista- 
ken, Sir, replied the chevalier, “he gave me 
avery peremptory order to quit his dominions.” 


orders 


e+ ae 


‘¢ What will you take for those two fine shad” 
—said a citizen in the Philadelphia market, to 
a fish woman—“ three quarters of a dollar,” 
answered she * Indeed that is too much,” re- 
plied the citizen, * but I'll give you the three 
quarters if you'll throw in that bass,” “ No— 
No,” cried the woman, **I cant afford it, me 
Faith said the citizen these women are a very 
seil-fish race, 


eae 


A gentleman, coming up to a large crowd, 
asked an Irishman, what was the matter ? 
‘*Nothing at all at all,” cried he * they are 








it is your duty to take notice of it. Otherwise, ' 


only forcing a man to turn volunteer.” 




























































BRIDGET—A SONG, 
Translated from the Original Irish. 
O speauriFut Bridget! with long golden 


tresses, 
Eclipsing in splendour, the bright sunny 
gleam ; 
That often, when Autumn the smiling land 
blesses, 


Illumines the bosom of yonder clear stream. 
How happy with thee on some mist-mantled 
mountain, 
Without food or fire, I could wander all 
day ! 
Or sit by the foaming cascade of the fountain— | 
But ah, foolish fancies! thou’rt gone far | 


away ! 
Yet tho’ lovely damsel? by distance we're | 
parted, 
Still, still thy dear image is present with 
me— 


O what can detain thee so long, thou hard 
hearted ! 
For till thy return most unhappy Pll be. 
But ah! should another have stol’n thy affec- 
tions, 
And thou hast consign’d me to hopeless de- 
spair— 
Beneath the sad burden of gloomy reflections, 
The dagger of death w#l soon end all my 
care ! 
oe + Gee 
THE SABBATH—An Extract. 
‘* A pause, 
A solemn pause, all nature seems to feel, 





THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


| When Britain’s Glory, Wealth, and Po 


Powder an empty pate, look smart and pr 
Follow each trifling fashion in odd whim. 
And tradesmen must have turkeys, beet 
veal, 
Or else they cannot make a hearty meal 
Are these bad times, when persons wij}, 
fess 
'To follow fashion and delight in dress ?— 
No ! times are good, but people are to bla, 
Who spend too much, and justly merit sh, 
<2 +e 
The following lines were transcribed from q f 
of glass at an Inn, in England. 
Hail happy Britain, Freedom’s blest abode, 
|| Great is thy power, thy wealth, thy glory grees 
| But wealth and power have no immortal day 
| For all things only ripen to decay. 
And when that time arrives the lot of all, 
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mu&st fall, fe 

Then shall thy sons, for such is Heaven's (a) | 
cree, befo 


In other WORLDS another Britain see ; . Biwas 
And what thou art, Arnerica shall be. ‘ou 
——— + oe he 
"arody on Pope's ode to solitude. 

Happy the boy, whose wish and care, pebl 
A little bread and butter serves ; o'er 

Content at meals to drink small beer, 
And ext presery 
_ Whose tops, whose marbles give him pleasur 
Whose balls afford him great delight ; 
Whuse pennies shine a mighty treasure, 
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Save in the frowning camp. War knows no 

rest, | 
War owns no Sabbath ; war, with impious toil 
Unspent, with blood unsated, to the fiends 
Of vengeance still rebellow, still pursues 
His-work of death ; nor patises, nor relents, 
For laws divine, nor sight of human woe.” 


ee 


| 


DULL TIMES. 

No business stirring, all things at a stand, 
People complain they have no cash :» band, 
DULL TIMES re-echoes now from every 

quarter, 
Even from father to the son and daughter ; 
Merchants cry out, no money to be had, 
Retailers say, the times are very bad; 
Mechanics work, but they can get no pay, 
Beaux dress genteel, and ladies too are gay, 
Some live away, and then perhaps they tail ; 
While many run in debt—and go to jail. | 
The females must have ribbons gauze and lace, | 
And paint besides to smooth a wrinkled face—_ 





To charm his sigi ] 
Blest who can every morning find, 

Some idle boys with whom to play ; hes 
When in the fields he hath a mind, ser 
_ From school to slifll ne 

Nor ferule fears, nor birch most dire ; £ 

But plays all day, and sleeps all night ; " 
Some other boy for cash will hire, Ins 
His task to writ@™ dj: 
Thus let me live, thus life enjoy, lir 
Until to manhood I arrive, ian 
And thus, like me, sure ey'ry boy, chi 
To live will strivéll be 
— he 
AN EPITAPH. al 
Written on a poor honest man's tomb-stone. h: 
{ 


Tis not the tomb of marble, polish’d high, 
The venal verse, with flattering titles nigh, 
Where classic learning, o’er an impious stone ¢} 
In Latin tells, what English dare not own, ti 
Can shroud the guilty, from the eye of Gop, 
Can sway his balance, or avert his rod ; t 
His hand can raise the cripple or the poor 
Led by the way, or fainting at the door— 
And blast the villain, tho’ to altars fled, 
Who ross us living, and 1nsuuts us dead. 


. 
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Long waist, silk gowns, court dress, and new i 

sash ; i 
Dull times indeed,—my friend there is no cash, || 
The bucks will dress genteel, go tothe play, | 


Sit up all night, and lay a bed all day ; | 





twelve and an half cents per month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by Toomas G. Conpie, 
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